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Summary: Among the many first years joining Raimon High School is one 
unfamiliar face. How will this unfamiliar face deal with being sucked 
semi-involuntarily into the craziness, randomness, stress, exhaust, 
and fun that is the soccer club? Rated K plus to be safe. Flames 
welcome . 


1 . Chapter 1 

Aaand here I go with another story. I know that I should really 
finish all the other ones before I start a new story, but this idea 
hit me like a pie to the face and wouldn't leave me alone. Plus, I 
created this OC recently and I've been wanting to write something 
with her. And to add on to my list of reasons, I've been rewatching 
Inazuma and having intense feels. 

But enough of me talking! I don't own Inazuma Eleven or any of their 
characters . I only own my OC . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"...And that concludes the opening ceremony for Raimon High! On 
behalf of our school, I as chairman would like to express my 
gratitude to all of you for joining us here today! And all of us here 
hope that you have a prosperous experience as first-years ! "<p> 

The crowd of new students and faculty cheered as the chairman 
finished his speech and grinned at all of the people before him. 
Raimon High School-the usual destination for everyone who's been to 
Raimon Junior High. And this year was no different. Most of the 
students everyone expected to be there were, well, there. Endou 
Mamoru and Gouenji Shuuya were conversing with one another as they 
began heading toward their first classes of high school. Someoka 
Ryuugo tapped Kidou Yuuto on the shoulder to ask if he knew where to 
get the locker combinations. And of course, Raimon Natsumi was there, 
laughing quietly with Kino Aki . 



But this year, Raimon High had received a few newcomers. Fudou Akio, 
Sakuma Jirou, and Genda Koujirou were attending Raimon for the first 
semester while Teikoku High School underwent construction. Kiyama 
Hiroto, Midorikawa Ryuuji, and a few other previous third years from 
Aliea Academy were attending as well. Even Afuro Terumi, Naguma 
Haruya and Suzuno Fuusuke had decided to return from Korea. So, as 
you can imagine, most of the other students were observing these 
newcomers with interest. 

And of course, there were other newcomers, too, just like in normal 
schools. But they are not important to this plot and thus will not be 
touched upon. Well, except for one-but we'll get to them later. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Time skip brought to you by Megane ' s exclusive line of 
eyeglasses ! <em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>After all the students have figured out where their respective 
classes were, our focus drifts to class 1-B. A few of the class 
members include Fudou Akio, Endou Mamoru, Afuro Terumi, Genda 
Koujirou, Nagumo Haruya, and Suzuno Fuusuke. There were others, of 
course, but each of these students are ones that made me feel 
incredibly sorry for the teacher. <p> 

One name that was also on the class roster was a new one; a name that 
hadn't been seen before. The owner of the name was following one of 
the unspoken rules of anime, which is 'The more important you are, 
the closer your seat is to the window.' She was gazing out the window 
to her left, in her own little world. Which is why she didn't hear 
the teacher call her name not once, not twice, but thrice. Said 
homeroom teacher took in a deep breath and tried one last time to get 
the student's attention. 

"ARASHI SAIKO ! " It worked. 

In fact, it worked so much that the girl, whom we now know as Arashi 
Saiko, fell right out of her chair in surprise. "E-EH? ! " 

The teacher let out a sigh and shook his head. Luckily, as it was the 
first day of class, he was willing to be lenient. "Please pay 
attention next time I call roll." 

Arashi nodded quickly as she pulled herself back into her four-legged 
sitting device, her face red due to the light giggles of the 
classroom. "Yes sir." 

The teacher nodded and continued reading names off his list. "Domon 
Asuka? " 

Arashi sighed as she listened to the teacher talk. Great way to start 
the first day in a new school with new people: fall off your chair. 
Although she tried to pay attention, the girl soon found herself 
staring at her faint reflection in the window. She observed how it 
looked different from real life; the glass distorted her electric 
blue eyes, fair skin, and long, silver hair into darker and duller 
colors . 



After a minute or two of staring outside, Arashi felt something 
poking her from behind. She turned around in confusion to the girl 
behind her, who was nudging her with a pencil. The girl had wavy, 
auburn hair that seemed the same length of Arashi ' s and eyes of the 
same color. She pointed at the teacher briefly with her pencil. 

"You might want to pay attention. You never know when he may say 
something important." She whispered quietly. 

Arashi blinked and then nodded, smiling nervously. "Yeah, thanks. I 
didn't even realize I'd stopped paying attention again..." 

The girl rolled her eyes, but had a good-natured smile on her face. 
"Don't do it again, because I won't break you out of your 
spell . " 

Arashi whispered another thank you and turned her eyes to the front 
of the classroom once more, determined to pay attention this time. 
After all, she might as well make a good impression of herself on the 
first day of school, before the rumors started. The teacher continued 
talking. How he didn't notice the short conversation I don't know, 
but that's useless information that won't contribute to this story at 
all anyway. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Second time skip brought to you by Aphrodi ' s new brand of 
conditioner ! <em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><em>Rrriiing<em>* * 

"All right, class, there's the lunch bell. Please grab your lunches 
if you brought them and follow me out to the cafeteria." 

The students of 1-B stood and started gathering at the door, eager to 
stretch their legs after a long class. Arashi reached under her desk 
and grabbed her bento, then turned to the girl from earlier as they 
were walking. 

"Hey, I just wanted to say thanks again for saving my butt earlier. I 
would've about died if I'd gotten chewed out by the teacher on the 
very first day of high school." 

The girl smiled and shook her head. "Don't worry about it." 

Arashi smiled back at her. "My name's Arashi Saiko. What's 
yours ? " 

"I'm Raimon Natsumi." The girl answered. 

"Ah, okay... wait, Raimon?" Arashi said, gawking a little. 

She laughed a bit and nodded. "Yep. My father is the chairman at 
Raimon Junior High." 

"Ah, that's cool!" 


"I suppose. Most people just call me Natsumi to avoid confusion." A 



thoughtful look came onto Natsumi's face. "Hey, do you want to come 
eat lunch with me and my friends? You don't seem like you know 
anyone . " 

"Seriously? That would be awesome. Thanks!" Arashi grinned brightly. 
By then, they'd arrived at the cafeteria. 

"Over here." Natsumi led her to a table where three people were 
already sitting. One was a girl who had shoulder-length green hair 
with a pink clip and matching green eyes. Another had light brown 
dreadlocks and wore strange ... goggles ? The third guy had brown hair 
and eyes with an orange headband and wore a wide grin. 

"Hey, Nat sumi-chan ! " The girl with green hair waved at the two 
approaching girls. "Who's that with you?" 

Arashi grinned and saluted the group. "Yo! My name's Arashi." 

The boy with the headband waved eagerly. "Hi, Arashi-san!" 

"Surely you don't mind if I sit here with you guys?" Arashi 
joked. 

"Not at-" The boy with dreadlocks began, before he was cut off by 
someone else sitting down at the table. 

"Yes, we mind very much." This new person had brown hair that was in 
a sort of Mohawk-like style and gray-blue eyes. A boy with cyan hair 
and an eyepatch and a boy with wild, spiky, brown hair followed him. 
The guy who spoke sat down next to the dreadlocks guy with a teasing 
smirk on his face. 

Arashi smirked back at him. "What if I sit here anyway?" 

The two that had accompanied the Mohawk guy burst out laughing as the 
smirk fell off his face. "I like this girl!" The one with the spiky 
brown hair said. 

The dreadlocks guy punched the Mohawk guy in the shoulder. "Fudou, 
don't be a jerk." He ignored the 'tch' he got in return. "Sorry about 
that. Of course you can sit here." 

"It's fine. I know he was joking." Arashi sat her bento on the table 
next to where Natsumi had already sat down. 

"Was I joking, though?" The boy she now knew as Fudou answered, the 
smirk quickly finding its way back onto his face. 

Natsumi rolled her eyes. "Don't pay attention to Fudou, Arashi-san. 
He's always like this." 

Arashi shrugged as she took her seat. "I don't mind." She was about 
to ask the names of everyone else at the table, but she was 
interrupted by the boy with the headband. He slammed his hands down 
in front of her, grinning brightly. 

"Hey, Arashi-san! Do you like soccer? ! " He asked energetically, 
leaning across the table. 

Arashi blinked a bit in surprise, sweatdropping . "Uh, yeah..." 



He grinned more if possible. "I'm Endou ! Want to join the soccer 
club?!" 


"Uhhh. . .maybe?" 

"PLEASE? ! " 

The boy with the dreadlocks grabbed Endou ' s uniform and pulled him 
back. He sighed. "Sorry about that, as well. As you can see, we have 
some rather ... interest ing friends." Said the boy with the interesting 
goggles. And cape. 

Arashi laughed. "Nah, I would've never noticed anything." she said 
with a hint of sarcasm. 

He laughed along with her. "I'm Kidou Yuuto. These are Endou Mamoru, 
Kino Aki, Fudou Akio, Genda Koujirou, Sakuma Jirou, and you already 
know Raimon Natsumi." 

Arashi gave another dramatic salute. "Nice to meet you. I'm Arashi 
Saiko . " 

"Arashi-san ! " Endou interrupted again. "Could you come to our first 
practice after school today?" 

Natsumi and Arashi shared a glance. "Let me guess. He isn't going to 
give up, is he?" 

"Nope . " 

The new girl sighed. "I'll try." 

"YEAH!" Endou cheered, fist bumping the air. "So, I guess you guys 
have the same lunch period as us, Sakuma, Kidou, and Kino?" He turned 
and began conversing with everyone else. 

Arashi sighed as she finally began to eat. Guess she would be going 
to soccer practice later. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Wow, you read to the end! How was it? I tried to not get too 
in-depth with everything so I could bring Arashi into the universe 
and everyone the best I could. I do know that this is going to be an 
OC x Character, but I'm not sure which one yet. Please let me know if 
I made any mistakes and stuff. See ya ! <p> 


2 . Chapter 2 

Welcome back, my wonderful rice balls! 

At suya : . . . Rice balls? 

Yes. Don't question. You are a spirit and cannot fathom my awesome 
nicknaming skills. 


At suya : . . 


Uh-huh . . . 



This chapter didn't really end up like I thought it was going to. I 
was going to try to focus more on her joining the soccer club, but 
before I knew it I'd updated the save for the document and I was over 
lk words, and I didn't want to take anything out because it took a 
long time to write. So, the next chapter will focus a lot more on the 
actual soccer club. 

Shirou: Kiko doesn't own Inazuma Eleven, but she does own Arashi 
Saiko . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Arashi ' s POV<strong> 

After I'd finally sat down next to Natsumi to start eating, it 
quickly occurred to me that I was in the midst of a very large friend 
group. More people kept coming to the table and sitting, until the 
entire table was full. At least most of them were friendly, as almost 
everyone said hi to me and some introduced themselves. Lunch seemed 
like a blur to me, with so many people coming in, sitting down, 
standing up, and talking. I was surprised at how soon I heard the 
bell summon us back to our classes. Or maybe it was just me. 

As the large group of people around me said rushed goodbyes, I 
awkwardly fell into step behind Natsumi. I soon realized how thankful 
I was that she was willing to talk to me, even though I had literally 
only known her for less than an hour. The halls were noisy as we 
walked back to the classroom; in fact, so noisy I almost didn't 
notice one of the girls from lunch earlier-Kino, I think-running up 
beside me. 

"Hi!" She beamed. "Arashi-san, I just wanted to apologize for 
how ... enthusiast ic Endou was about the soccer club." 

"Oh, that? Psh, no big deal." I replied, laughing a little. 

Kino and Natsumi both laughed a little along with me. "Well, I hope 
you don't mind receiving another invitation, but it would actually 
help us a lot if you were looking to join the soccer club." Kino 
said . 

I blinked a little in confusion. "Really?" 

Natsumi nodded. "Yes. Actually, Aki and I are both managers for the 
soccer club-or, going to be, that is. I don't know if you know this, 
but before this year, there was no soccer club at Raimon High. In 
fact, the entire club is going to be made up of first years." 

"Wow." I whistled. "But... that still doesn't explain why you need 


Kino sighed. "Well ... there are a LOT of people who are in-er, 
technically are going to be in the soccer club, and right now, 
Natsumi and I are the only managers." 

Ah, that explains it. "Well... if already decided to come check it 

out , so ... " 

Both girls let out a sigh of relief. "Thank you so much!" They 
exclaimed in unison. 



Natsumi looked up at the classroom doors. "Ah, this is our classroom, 
Arashi-san." I nodded, stepping toward the door. 

"See you later!" Kino said as she waved, hurrying farther into the 
hallway . 

"Yeah!" I gave her a quick reply before I followed Natsumi into the 
classroom, traveling to my desk. 

I watched the door as the last of the students trickled into the 
room. Natsumi and I were some of the first people inside, and as I 
observed the other people in the room, I was slightly surprised to 
notice that a lot of my classmates were people that sat at the table 
with us at lunch, including Endou and... I think his name was 
Genda? 

After everyone had sat down, I turned my full attention to the front 
of the room, having (maybe) learned my lesson earlier. The teacher 
was glancing at a sheet of paper and then jotting words down on the 
board. Once he had written more down, I realized that the words he 
was writing were names of people in the class. I watched with 
interest, trying to find out what he was doing, and I doubt I was the 
only one. 

After he had written everyone's names and stepped away from the 
board, I realized the names were separated into groups of three. Just 
as I was considering raising my hand and asking what this was all 
about, the teacher read my mind and started to speak. 

"All right, everyone. All of you are new to this school, and while 
some of you may know each other, others are strangers. Therefore, we 
are going to do an exercise in order to help us get to know each 
other better." A few quiet murmurs, and even a few groans, circulated 
through the room. The teacher ignored them and continued. 

"As you can see, I've written your names on the board and separated 
you into random groups of three. You are going to meet with your 
group somewhere in the room, and fill out this sheet." 

As he said the last portion, he began passing out the sheets of paper 
in his hands. He seemed to once again read the minds of the class as 
he finished, "And anyone who wants to complain that this is something 
that only elementary schoolers do, well... it wasn't my idea." 

I laughed a little at the last part, feeling a bit sorry for the 
teacher as I picked up the paper on my desk and started skimming it. 

I quickly realized that it certainly did seem like 'elementary 
school' work-the things we had to fill out were things like the other 
person's favorite color. I sighed, feeling even more sorry for the 
teacher, and wondering who on earth thought this up. I laughed again; 
oh well, might as well have fun with it. 

I glanced up at the board, reading each name until I found my own. I 
was grouped with someone named Nagumo Haruya and the mohawked guy 
Fudou from lunch. The teacher finally finished handing out sheets and 
returned to the board, shushing the whispers flying around the 
classroom . 


"All right, I trust you all are old enough to find the other members 



of your group by yourselves." Probably not a good idea. "If you have 
any problems, let me know. That's all." After he said this, the 
teacher sat down at his desk and began flipping through papers. 

I sighed as what I expected happened-student s were scrambling all 
over the place, trying to talk over each other to find their group 
members. I glanced over at the teacher, poor guy. He looked like he 
regretted his decision-a lot. I shrugged my shoulders. I figured it 
wouldn't be too hard to find my group-I already knew one of them, and 
after this morning's chair fiasco, I doubt my name was too hard to 
forget. I picked up my paper and scanned the room for Fudou . He had 
already located me, and taken the initiative to head over. 

"Yo." I waved once he was in earshot. He shrugged slightly in return. 
I glanced around the classroom at the flurry of people. "Any idea who 
the other person in our group is?" 

Fudou nodded and pointed. "That guy." 

I looked over to where he was pointing and saw a guy I recognized 
from lunch. He was a little hard to miss, to be fair-he had bright 
red hair and gold eyes, after all. He seemed to catch sight of Fudou 
and walked over, making eye contact with me along the way and 
grinning . 

"Hey, you're the girl who fell out of her chair!" He said bluntly. 

I couldn't help but laugh. "Ah, yes, my most fateful incident of the 
day. I'm honored you remember." I joked. 

"It's a little hard to forget those eyes." Nagumo replied, 
winking . 

I rolled my eyes in response, but it was actually quite true. My 
electric blue eyes are very bright and rich in color. No one else in 
my family has eyes like mine, not even my grandparents. It's kind of 
a silly thing to be proud of, but I still am. 

"Can we hurry? I want to get this stupid thing over with." Fudou cut 
in, grumbling. 

"Aw, c'mon, Fudou-san. No need to be a grouch." I joked. However, I 
did sit down and grab my pencil. 

Fudou rolled his eyes. "I'm always a grouch." 

"A very true fact." Nagumo said matter-of-fact ly . 

I sighed as I twirled my pencil. "Do you boys want to get this done 
or not?" 

Both of them raised their eyebrows a bit, but sat down. I scanned 
through the list one more time. 

"Alright, let's just start with the first one. What is your favorite 
color?" 


End 
f ile . 



